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Or: the perils of the cabbage soup det. 


Author's Notes: 

In case this seems rather random all of this is based off of Emperor's appearance on Metalocalypse in which 
one gets a reprise of lhsahn's fucking GLORIOUS early 90s rasp. The episode involves Ihsahn as a fashion 
designer who has a perchant for a very specific kind of leather and since Ihsahn wore *a lot® of leather in his 
hey-day | decided, eh.why not? (Is my crush on him and pretty much everyone who's ever been in Emperor 
showing? Oh, I'm sorry) 


Dedicated to the dreadful cabbage soup diet. 


"The apocalypse is coming! We must stay underground until then. And no eating! You must fit into my skinny 
pants!" 
-Eric von Wiechlinghammer (lhsahn's character) from the Episode "DethFashion" 


As aman you generally assume you'll only have to deal with the dreaded: "Does my butt look big in these 


jeans?" question from your girlfriend, or maybe even your mother and/or sister. 

However Samoth quickly found that this wasn't entirely true because now he was being dished it from his 
very own childhood best friend, Ihsahn, who had accidentally bought himself an envy-inducing pair of leather 
pants..in an entirely wrong size. 

By the way Ihsahn was treating them they may as well been made of real human leather. Samoth heard 
lhsahn shout "FUCK! NO" before hopping into Samoth's designated bedroom with his new ‘sexy-pants still wound 


around his calves. 


"Why didn't you tell me | was fat?!" Ihsahn shouted, like Samoth had somehow betrayed him by not telling him 
that he put on a little bit of weight. 


"Because you're not fat.what the fuck man?" Samoth said, looking up from his copy of The Hobbit in 


bewilderment. 


Ihsahn quickly ran away to the library and came back later that evening with an entire stack of books on 
dieting and two heads of cabbage. 


Personally, Samoth thought that Ihsahn was blowing it way out of proportion. It was probably just a sizing 


issue on the companies part. 
Maybe they were in American sizes? 
Maybe they accidentally shipped him the wrong size? 


Or maybe Ihsahn just grossly under-estimated his pants size to begin with. It wasn't like Ihsahn was used to 
catalogue shopping. 


Whatever the reason was, it's been already a week now and Ihsahn was still going strong. He hung the pair of 
pants on his dresser and wistfully stared at them, waiting for the day he shrunk enough to fit them over his 
hips. 


Maybe they were women's pants? 


"Yo! Tomas! | need you to give it to me straight here." Ihsahn said, standing over Samoth who really just 
wanted to finish his book already. 


"Yeah?" 
"Does my ass look big in these jeans?" He turned around to showcase his backside. 


Samoth rolled his eyes. 


"No, It doesn't. Christ Vegard are you a chick now?" He actually has a really nice ass.huh Samoth added in the 
back of his mind. 


Ihsahn shook his head irately, flailing his arms: "No! No! No! | told you to give it to me straight! You're giving 
me all sorts of gay!" 


"What? Do you think your ass looks big?" Samoth laughed incredulously. 


Although he definitely noticed Ihsahn puffing up when he got out of jail he attributed it to the fact that.well. 


they were older now. 


They were men now, and men usually can't fit into women's sizing. Unless you're Euronymous of course..pity 


what happened to him, maybe if he was just a little bit bigger he could've fought off Varg. 


"Yes!" Ihsahn cried, his face turning pink with indignation, "Who's ever going to want to date someone with an 


ass this gargantuan!" 


"Give me a second." Samoth mumbled, wondering if he should really be bringing it up. He ran into the bedroom 


Ihsahn was allowing him to crash in and came back with a small stack of photographs. 
"You remember our old drummer, Bard?" Samoth asked, holding the photos to his chest. 


"Yeah, phoned him two nights ago, why?" Ihsahn answered, wondering what Faust had anything to do with his 
ass being too big. 


"This is him now." Samoth said, handing him a recent photograph of their ex-drummer. 
Ihsahn's jaw dropped and Samoth nodded solemnly. 


"What the hell has he been doing in there?!" Ihsahn shouted, his eyes bulging out of his skull. 


"Well.they're not letting him drum in the slammer so he has to take his frustrations out somehow" Samoth 


shrugged before handing him a photograph of Faust shirtless, smiling proudly at his six-pack. 

"If anyone has a big ass, its this guy." 

"What are you talking about Tomas?! Bard doesn't have a single iota of fat on his body! He..he looks like a 
fucking American movie star now! Fucks sake I'm supposed to be the hot one! Not Bard! Me! Me! How is it that 
everyone's ascended except me?! How am | the only Pokémon who hasn't evolved! Fuck it I'm outta here!" 


Ihsahn ranted before slamming the photos down on the coffee table and running out the front door. 


Samoth wondered if he should go after Ihsahn, but it was raining and honestly Samoth was offended..he always 


thought he was the lady-killer of the bunch. 
Once again Ihsahn returned late that evening, this time carrying in a elliptical machine. 


After that he did everything on it, he practiced his guitar on the elliptical, he played the new pokémon game on 
the elliptical, he ate cabbage soup on the elliptical.Samoth even caught him sleeping on the elliptical. 


Samoth would be lying if he said that his friend's newfound obsession with fitting into his ‘skinny pants wasn't 
a little bit weird. Ihsahn was always off-beat, but he was also Ihsahn of Emperor. 


Emperor the band with the homocidal ex-drummer. 

Emperor with the literal satarist of a lead guitarist 

Emperor that was the Emperor 

So, while Samoth's tamagotchi was busy dying he was on the couch upgrading Ihsahn's Pokémons. He vaguely 
wondered how they degenerated so badly, and what led them on this path of becoming something of a live-in 


couple with Ihsahn being Tomas’ wifey, asking him if his butt looked big in his jeans. 


Samoth reminded himself that he needed to write another letter to his Japanese friend asking for a new 


Tamagotchi. 
"Come on man, this is getting ridiculous!" Samoth cried by the third week, lhsahn’s skin had begun taking in the 


colour of cabbage soup and with each passing bowl the guitarist seemed to become more and more angry at 


the world. 
The most depressing part was that he lost absolutely no weight. 


"EASY FOR YOU TO SAY!" Ihsahn immediatly lost his temper mid sit-up, "YOU'RE SKINNY LIKE A CLOTHING 
HANGER! YOUR TYPE LITERALLY SPITS ON US FAT-FOLK! YOU GET OFF ON OUR MISERY!" 


Samoth appreciated the way Ihsahn's abdominal muscles quivered mid-hissy fit for half a second before 


Samoth got ticked off. 


The band had always made fun of him for being the gangly one, the graceless one of Emperor. Especially /hsahn 
who affectionately dubbed him 'strng-bean. 


"Are you fucking kidding me Veg-" 


"SHUT UP YOU PLEB! | NEED TO FIT INTO MY FUCKING SKINNY PANTS! NOTHING TASTES AS GOOD AS SKINNY 
FEELS!" Ihsahn shrieked, his voice reaching near a ‘In The Nightside Eclipse’ octave. 


"No.no you really don't" Don't most catalogues have a return and exchange policy anyway? 


"ONE TWO THREE ONE TWO THREE FOUR!" Ihsahn shouted above Samoth's voice and that's when the guitarist 


really felt himself lose his cool. 


Stomping into the kitchen, Samoth grabbed the giant pot of cabbage soup and violently hurled its contents out 
the window. 


Ihsahn screamed bloody murder, running out the door to see if he could salvage some of his cabbage soup 


only to nearly burst into tears as he realized that all of it had sunken into the soil. 
"NOOI!" He shrieked, as though he was mourning the loss of an old friend 


"Vegard! Vegard listen fo me! Samoth shouted grabbing Ihsahn by the face, forcing them to look at each other. 
"This is driving you fucking bonkers! You're not fat! You probably just ordered the wrong size!" 


He rattled Ihsahr's head to make sure it was all soaking into his brain. 

"Do you hear me you stupid fucking son of a bitch?! You're not fat you have an absolutely awesome body! 
Just exchange the damn pants for a bigger size!" Samoth shouted, and Ihsahn stopped dead, his lips falling open 
as he blushed: 


"You like my body?" He asked softly and Samoth sighed, feeling Fausts metaphorical death glare at the back of 


his neck. 
"Yeah, Vegard, | do. You're hot Now could you please just stop? You're going to end up poisoning yourself." 


"I think | already have." Ihsahn said with a sheepish smile and Samoth decided that he wasn't going to ponder on 
what he meant by that. That was up to hsahn to fix. 


"Lets go to get some Mcdonald's man.. you haven't eaten anything but cabbage soup in weeks." Samoth 
grumbled, partially because he thought Ihsahn could use something greasy inside of his system, partially 
because Samoth himself wanted a burger after watching Ihsahn slave away with cabbage for the past few 


weeks. 

"Okay." Ihsahn said softly "just lemme get dressed.” 

An hour later they were sitting in the backseat of their car, eating McDonalds in the half-empty parking lot. 
Samoth felt less metal than he had in ages but at least Ihsahn was eating, bopping his head along to Mercyful 


Fate mid-munch. 


"Hey. Tomas" Ihsahn suddenly said, finally calming down after eating. 


"Yeah?" Samoth asked, using his fries as chopsticks to pick up another fry. 


"Do you really think I'm hot?" Ihsahn asked shyly and Samoth stopped for a moment, realizing that he had 


meant what he said earlier. 
Samoth dd find Ihsahn attractive, even with his guyliner and weird fashion sense. 


The realization was an uncomfortable one but he nodded regardless, deciding he's never been a liar.so why 


start now? 

"| do, just look at you man" Samoth said, watching as Ihsahn blushed, smiling bashfully. 

"| think you're really attractive too, Tomas. Sorry for being a dick-wad to you." 

"Hts cool" Samoth shrugged, his eyes landing on the little wispy curl falling over Ihsahn's face. 
He reached out and tucked in behind his ear, earning an appreciative look from Ihsahn. 
Samoth was vaguely under the impression they were having a Moment until Ihsahn said: 

"| still dont know what to do with the pants." 


"Exchange them for a bigger pair, say you made a mistake." Samoth said, his fingertips still brushing against 
the shell of Ihsahn's ear. 


Samoth's nerves quickly got the best of him and he retracted his hand to take another fistful of his soggy 


fries. 
‘Oh..right.why didn't | think of that?" 


Samoth didn't know why Ihsahn hadn't thought of it, but what he did he did know that he was glad to finally 
have him back. 


End 


